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young woman knows what she gives her hand to; she
will never be wiser until boys and girls are brought up
and educated together. Let me add, until English girls
have wiser mothers. Sueh donkeys are those dames in
all our classes! It Is true that the upper need not to
give so much instruction where knowledge is in the
atmosphere. A propos of Lady Sarah's story, an old
Cornish lady told me of one ending differently. A
hunting Squire of her neighbourhood had a very hand-
some wife, whom he valued less than the fox's bail. One
of the Vivians eyed her, admired, condoled, desired, and
carried her off. Borne days after, she was taken with
compunction or compassion, and about midnight the
forsaken squire sitting in hia library heard three knocks
at the window. *Thab ?s Bess/ ho said, and let her in.
She was for weeping and protesting repentance (here
Ulrica sneers), but he kissed her, taking the blame on
himself, rightly, and the house was quiet. Old Lady
Vivian, like many old ladies, had outgrown her notions
of maRCulino sentiment in these matters; she said to
my friend; * What lira the man's family making such a
fuss about! My aon only had her a fortnightP Even
young women have but a confused idea of the masculine
sentiment of complete possoHtuon, down to absorption
(Ulrica straightens in antagonism), and how it is to
pursue them anbicipaborily and retrospectively, 1 have
tried in my time to enlighten them and humanise their
males. The case of the unmarried young woman having
to enlighten the suitor she loves concerning antecedents,
and bravely doing it, I have treated in a ballad- But
there are men who would behave more handsomely than
this fellow clid. Except in early youth, the confession
is needless, the one question being; Does he love the
woman. If he does, he has her nature and enough of her
character in his grasp, and takes her for what 0he is*d will           cm
